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over, insists on breaking on the shore. Bokia's mouth opened once
more and he visibly drew up from inside him every ounce of breath
in his body as he yelled at the top of his voice :
"The blood of the people must be answered by blood ! There
can be no appeal against the justice of necessity. Take them away P3
He made a wild sweep with his arm and the soldiers closed round,
using their bayonets to push us out to the prison yard.
As I was jostling with the others step by step to the door I
caught the eye of the idealist interrogator. He turned at once to
Pavloff and talked urgently. The two of them rushed at Bokia
and an argument began. I was being pushed along backwards, for
I was hoping against hope this argument had something to do with
me and that it might be terminated in my favour before I was
carried among these whispering, terrified sheep out through that
door into the night from which none of us was to return. I saw
Bokia nod and the interrogator rushed to the soldier by the door-post,
who grabbed me by the arm and hauled me out as the pressure
of the bayonet-prodded mob of the condemned was pushing me
through.
"The Commissar has agreed you should not be shot because
you have been accused of a crime against the prison regulations
and the judgment has still to be delivered," the interrogator ex-
plained breathlessly, and the soldier led me back to my cell
The five hundred prisoners of whom Bokia had spoken were
shot that night in Petrograd. Five hundred more were shot the
same night in Moscow.
The Red Terror had begun.